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perhaps five minutes before a near-by clock struck the hour.
Various cars had passed but the occupants of none of them
looked like what I was expecting. A policeman was in plain
sight not far away. Pedestrians walked here and there. Sud-
denly an aged Ford touring-car appeared. The right-hand
rear door was open. Three men were in the car. All had their
serapes drawn up well over their faces. Two men in the front
seat I could not identify. Both were Mexicans. As I jumped
in the rear seat I found my companion to be the person for
whom I was looking. He was the guide and interpreter and
even if I could remember his name to this day I would doubt
the propriety of identifying him. Revenge has a long arm
in Mexico. He was taking his life in his hands. If caught
trafficking with the enemy of the republic in the person of
Cordova, he would have been executed. As for me, a for-
eigner, the risk was not so great.
From the moment I entered the car, the driver—one of the
muffled figures up front—stepped on the gas. We rode at a
furious pace, taking corners on two wheels. We traveled thus
for perhaps ten minutes before the car stopped at a corner
and my interpreter and I got out. It was a poor section of the
city. One- and two-story structures of no architectural dis-
tinction made up the neighborhood. The car departed and we
walked a couple of blocks. A sputtering electric arc-light il-
luminated a street corner. A dozen rough-looking men were
hanging about. We walked a block beyond and looked back
to see if we were being watched. We retraced our steps slowly
and found that the men had disappeared. My interpreter then
sidled into the shadow of a doorway with me close behind.
The house was a one-story adobe structure like the others
about. He knocked several times, always with the same series
of raps. The door opened slowly, cautiously and a pretty
little Mexican girl bearing a lighted candle peered out. A

